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By ELMORE ELLIOTT PEAKE 


was the second week in September. The 
mountain air was beginning to show its 
teeth at night, and Edith Whaley snug- 
gled her bare forearms into the Japanese 
scarf. Yet the moonlight scene from the 
veranda of the bungalow was well worth 
a few shivers. To right and left slept 
the primeval forest. From the cleared 
space in front a redwood, which might 
easily have been a sapling when the shepherds of Pales- 
tine discovered the Star, thrust its majestic shaft up, up, 
up, until its topmost sprays seemed to brush the spangled 
heavens. Beyond and below, over the shoulder of the 
mountain, lay San Gabriel Valley. By day it was 
checkered with green squares which a field glass resolved 
into orange groves, vineyards, and walnut orchards. 
Tonight it was filled with lunar mist; but on its farther 
verge hovered a faint phosphorescent glow, as if a 
shimmer of heat lightning had been magically caught 
and fixed there. It was the halo cast by the electrics of 
Los Angeles, sixty miles away. 

It was a prospect that she loved: yet tonight she con- 
fessed to a bit of loneliness. The long vacation was 
over. On the morrow the dear cottage would be locked 
up for another year. Such of the household effects as 
were to be carried back to the city were already packed. 

( )U1 Garcilasso, their general factotum, had that after- 
noon convoyed the two maids down to the railroad sta- 
tion at Santa Juana, and, the distance being twenty-five 
miles, would not return until the next day. Business 
had detained her husband in Los Angeles. Thus she 
and her child — now tucked away in his bed — were left 
alone for the night. 

.She was not afraid. She was safer here than in the 
congested hives of man — she told herself. She put 
forth her hand and rested it on the saddle of her little 
boy's hobbyhorse. The wilderness, with its leaf-dis- 
tilled, balsamic elixir of life, had been good to Merrick. 
Not once throughout the summer had he suffered one 
of his seizures. That was a thing to be reverently 
thankful for, and the mother closed her suddenly wet 
eyes and stmt up a wordless prayer. 

VffHEX she opened her eyes again they fell upon the 
statuesque figure of a man in the moonlight. He 
stood midway between the forest edge and the stable. 
Apparently he had paused to look and listen; for after 
a moment he passed to the rear of the house. 

Edith’s heart quickened. She was no victim of 
“nerves," and commonsense assured her that no tramp 
or burglar would have chosen this heart of nature for 
his operations. Nevertheless, the person’s presence 
could not be ignored, and stepping through a French 
window into the living room she took from a cabinet, 
the target revolver with which she and Henry were ac- 
customed to while away an idle hour. 

She passed down the dark hall toward the kitchen, 
which commanded a view of the stable. If the man was 
a thief at all, he must be a horsethief. But as she en- 
tered the pantry a line of light showed under the swing 
door to the kitchen. 

Pausing a moment to brace herself and conceal her 
weapon under her scarf, she cautiously pushed the door 
aside. The intruder was squatting before the open ice- 
box. At her entrance he turned his head inquiringly; 
then rising, with a brimming milkpan between his 
hands, he crossed the room without spilling a drop, 
and set the vessel on a table. 

“Good evening, Madam!" said he coolly, removing 
his dusty hat. 

His appearance was rather sinister at first glance. A 
black stubble of beard besmirched his face, his hair was 
bristly short, his clothes wrinkled, rent, and pouched 
at the knees. Yet she noticed that his hands were deli- 
cately formed, his eyes frank and intelligent; also he 
had spoken in the modulated voice that is associated 
with a degree of culture. 

“Good evening," she answered, amused in spite of her 
uneasiness at his impudence. “I don’t believe I heard 
you rap." 

“Quite likely. In fact, I omitted that formality. The 
household appeared to lx* asleep, and I scarcely felt 
justified in disturbing it. I am glad, however, to dis- 
cover that 1 was mistaken. 1 much prefer your pres- 
ence; for I am in a position to pay for what I want.” 
His eyes certainly twinkled. 

“May I ask what it is that you want?" 

“Food. In the last seventy-two hours my dietary 
has consisted of a handful of pinenuts and a nickel’s 
worth of bananas purchased from a Mexican sheep- 
herder. I am not starving. I am not even hungry, 
having passed that stage sometime this afternoon. Yet 
as a rational being I know that my system requires 
food." 

She suspected him of joking. “Are you lost?" she 
inquired. 

“No." 

“Then I cannot imagine an honest man in your pre- 
dicament. " 

“Very likely,” he retorted. “From the cozy comer in 
which your lot has obviously been cast, Madam, there 
are a thousand, yea, ten thousand, things — crimes, 
cruelties, nains, injustices — that you cannot imagine." 

“You have also broken into my house," she said 
warmly. 

“ 1 U*g your pardon— the door was unlocked. I 'll con- 
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fess, though, that I should have broken in if necessary.” 

It occurred to her that the gentleman's cockiness 
might be based on the defenselcssness of her sex, and re- 
calling a fiction that she had known other lone women to 
use, she said, “Perhaps I had better waken my husband.” 

“I should advise you not to — if you expect him to 
eject me," he warned her. 

She quailed under the red light that flared up in the 
caverns of his big black eyes. 

He added, “Food I must and will have, with or with- 
out your leave!" 

“I intended to feed you," she answered half apolo- 
getically. “I simply resented your high tone. Sit down, 
please, while I fix you something." 

When she returned to the pantry he made no effort 
to keep her in sight, as a yegg, forever suspecting treach- 
ery, would assuredly have clone. She laid her revolver 
aside, got out plate, knife, and fork, cut and buttered 
four thick slabs of bread, and sandwiched them with 
roast beef. On second thought she added a glass for the 
milk her visitor had already set out, then some sweet 
pickles, and finally a piece of cake. 

With the plate in her hand she had still another after- 
thought. The sandwiches troubled her. They were of 
the typical “hobo handout" size. Yet the man in the 
other room was distinctly not a hobo. Therefore, with 
a faint flush, as if detected in a social solecism, she set 
the plate down again, halved the sandwiches, and split 
the bread into slices of a thickness to which she was ac- 
customed on her own table. 

^T/HEN she reentered the kitchen the man was fast 
”” asleep, with his head inclined over one shoulder. 
She spoke twice before he woke. 

“I beg your pardon!" he exclaimed, smiling. “The 
truth is my sleep has been almost as restricted as my 
diet for the last three days. " 

He ate slowly, almost fastidiously, chewing thorough- 
ly, sipping his milk as if it was champagne, and chatting 
briskly. He eventually emptied the plate; but the 
process occupied half an hour. 

“After a three days’ fast,” he observed, turning his 
chair so as to face her, “hunger ceases. The stomach — 
and in fact the whole body — resigns itself to the inevit- 
able. throws up the sponge, makes ready for slow death, 
which would seem a merciful provision of Nature. But 
after the first few bites all is changed. The news that 
food has been found is telegraphed throughout the sys- 
tem, — a system so complex that by comparison the 
Western Union and the Bell telephone combined would 
seem as simple as a wire fence. Upon receipt of the 
news every capillary, even.' fiber, makes a requisi- 
tion for its necessities; with dignity at first, but more 
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and more clamorously. Then we have hunger again.” 

Edith returned his cheerful smile; though in far from a 
smiling mood. The thought had crossed her mind that 
he might be an escaped lunatic. 

“I thank you for your kindness," he added. “Now, 
one more favor: Would there be any objection to me 
and my horse occupying your stable tonight? The poor 
beast’s hardships have equaled my own." 

“You are welcome to the stable," said she; though 
her heart sank at thought of his continued proximity. 

“Then goodnight and goodby. I shall be on my way 
again by two o’clock." 

■pDITH secured her revolver again and made a circuit 
of the house, fastening every door and window — 
for the first time in her recollection. Then, retiring to 
her bedroom, where little Merrick also slept, she locked 
the door and drew down the shades. 

She was not exactly afraid. She had not believed the 
man a villain; but if he proved one she had resolved to 
defend herself and her child to the last extremity. 
Sleep, of course, was not to be thought of, and without 
removing her clothes she sat down to watch out the 
night. 

She first tried to read; but the printed word had no 
power to hold her wandering mind. Fancywork proved 
equally futile, and finallv she clasped her hands behind 
her head and frankly allowed her thoughts to run riot, 
picturing the stranger first at one window and then at 
another, now ransacking the pantry for silver, now tip- 
toeing noiselessly down the hall outside her door. 

Yet she did not lose her nerve. She was more than 
calm: she was hard. She fondled the revolver with 
her eye and occasionally with her hand. She wished it a 
.44 instead of a .32, and the idea of killing a fellow Ixing, 
at first so revolting, began to grow uj>on her until she 
found herself canvassing an imaginary human figure for 
its most vulnerable zones. 

She was recalled from this cheerful preoccupation by 
Merrick stirring in his bed, gritting his teeth, and 
smacking his lips. It was a bad sign; but he soon grew 
quiet again. An indefinite interval ensued. The clock 
in the library proclaimed midnight in lingering, dulcet 
strokes. Then came a sound that all but stopped 
Edith’s heart. 

TT was a scream from Merrick, — the piercing, peculiar, 
■* characteristic scream that invariably heralded one 
of his attacks. Upon its repetition the mother leaped 
to her feet with clasped hands and a white face. A 
long-dreaded contingency was now a grisly realitv, — 
the seizure of her child far from a physician’s hand. 

But her panic quickly passed. She had a bottle of 
medicine, palliative rather than curative. She had 
been instructed in a simple home treatment. So she 
flew to the kitchen and generated the gasolene stove. 
While it was blowing she filled a vessel with water. 
Then she paused to recall whether the woolen bandages 
kept for this emergency had been packed or not. 

In the pause her eye fell upon the unwashed plate and 
glass on the table, and her nocturnal visitor came to her 
mind, curiously enough, like a memory of the past. 
The next moment she was pounding on the stable door. 
No answer came. She flung the door open, fumbled for 
the electric torch that had superseded the dangerous 
kerosene lantern, and flashed its disk of light about the 
pitch-black interior. 

Her lodger lay on a bundle of hay, sound asleep. 
Striding across the intervening space and kneeling at 
his side, she shook him roughly until he opened his eyes. 

“Get up!" she commanded. “I need your help. Mv 
child is in convulsions. I want you to ride down to 
Santa Juana for Dr. Barrickman. Remember the 
name; for there are two doctors there, and Barrickman 
knows just what the treatment of our family physician 
is." Her voice broke. “Oh, it’s so far! It will take six 
or seven hours to get him here. You might lose your 
way. Maybe it would be better to take the child down. 
Think, Man — think hard!” 

“I am thinking," he answered, reaching for his shoes. 

As lie laced them up, swiftly but without hurry, in 
the glare of the electric, she noted again how dirty and 
how delicate his fingers were. 

“What do you think?" 

“I think I will take a look at vour child myself." 

“You!" She laughed hysterically. 

“Yes, I," he answered calmly. 

AS he stood at the side of the little sufferer — after 
having scoured his hands at the kitchen sink — he 
seemed to undergo a metamorphosis. The stoop went 
out of his shoulders, his head assumed a new poise, a 
subtle yet tangible bracing of his whole frame took place, 
his dark eves were fixed in thought. For perhaps a 
minute he stood thus, as if spellbound by the spectacle, 
until Edith again questioned his sanity. Then he 
stooped and, opening the boy’s clenched fist, watched 
it flex again. 

“He has had cerebrospinal meningitis?" he then 
asked. 

“Yes," she answered with a start. 

“I saw some water heating in the kitchen. When it 
smokes throw in a handful of mustard and bring it here. 
Have you any ice?" 

“Yes." 

“Crush enough to fill a two-quart vessel. Make it 
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rather fine. Bring me some muslin— a pillowcase— 

anything.” 

She brought the ice and the muslin. With deft, 
swift movements he molded it into an icepack about 
the child’s head. Presently she brought the water, and 
he quickly got the twitching feet into a hot bath. It 
was like a magic moving picture. He reached for a 
piece of muslin, and, lo! it leaped to his fingers. He 
described a circle with his forefinger, and the strip was 
in a roll. He pointed at a wrinkle in the coverlet, and 
the wrinkle was gone. . 

“Now sit down and rest, said he, like one in author- 
ity • 

'She did rest, in body and mind. An hour, two 
hours, passed. The clock struck two. She remembered 
that it was the hour for her strange guest’s departure. 
But he seemed to have forgotten it and everything else 
in his absorption in the sick child, who still showed no 
easement. 

“No improvement will lie apparent for sometime 
yet,” volunteered the mother. 

“It will come sooner than you think," announced the 
doctor; for such she now knew him to be. 

He drew a silver hvpodermic case from his pocket, 
attached the needle to the cylinder of the syringe, set 
up a hypodermic spoon, filled it with water, boiled the 
water with a couple of matches, and sterilized the needle. 
He tossed the dram or so of water to the floor, filled the 
spoon again, dropped in a tiny tablet, and again boiled. 

Edith watched with apprehensive eyes. “None of 
his doctors ever gave him a hypodermic,” said she meekly. 

He smiled indulgently. “Madam, if nobody ever did 
a thing because nobody else had ever done it, fig leaves 
would still be d la mode at five 
o’clock teas. Listen! That tablet 
contains a fiftieth-grain of apo- 
morphine, which will empty the 
stomach, relax the nerves, and 
thus produce a sedative effect. 

The tablet also contains another 
ingredient, from which proceed 
those delicate filaments of cobalt 
blue, veining the water so beauti- 
fully. It is a hundredth-grain 
of an alkaloid whose therapeutical 
value is, I believe, unknown to 
any other man on earth. Sounds 
big, doesn't it? Nevertheless, your 
boy will be a boy tomorrow, 
whooping it up as usual, instead 
of the pallid little invalid he has 
hitherto been after one of these 
spells. ” 

“Then why do you keep the 
medicine a secret?” she asked. 

“Because I haven’t completed 
my experiments, haven't fully 
satisfied myself as to dosage and 
administration." He suddenly 
bowed his head and pressed one 
hand to his eyes. “I may never 
do it — now!” 

A T dawn the child was still 
sleeping. Edith blew out the 
light, raised the shades, and at 
the doctor’s suggestion threw open 
the windows. A heavy mist still 
brooded over the mountaintop. 

Through it the redwood loomed 
spectrally, and the call of a San 
Pedro quail floated to their ears. 

“From what you said last night, ” 
began Edith, “I judge your busi- 
ness is urgent. I have already 
detained you long. Would it not 
be safe for you to go now?” 

He looked at her curiously for 
a moment, then shook his head. 

It was a shapely head in spite of 
its shorn hair. Indeed, through- 
out the long, anxious hours of the 
night, when it was so often bent 
over her child’s bed, it had become 
a beautiful head to the mother. 

“Then please take a little sleep. 

There is a bed just across the 
hall.” 

“I am not sleepy now. I — ” 

He broke off at a sound like the 
distant roll of thunder. “What is 
that?” 

Edith too had lifted her head 
hearkeningly. 

“It’s someone crossing the bridge 
over Clearwater Creek. It sounds 
like horsemen. Yet I can't im- 
agine — ” She threw him a startled 
glance. 

. Something like a smile crossed his face. “You have 
guessed it. They are after me. I escaped from San 
Quentin penitentiary two weeks ago today. I was sent 
up for embezzling funds lielonging to the hospital of 
which I was secretary and treasurer.” 

A vague familiarity about his face which had teased 
her all night was now explained. She had seen his pic- 
ture in the newspaper. 

“You arc Dr. Seebohm, the child specialist?” she ex- 
claimed. 

He nodded. For a moment she was dumb with as- 
tonishment. 

“You must go!” she then cried. “The bridge is only 
a mile away in a bee line; but by trail it's five miles. 
That will give you an hour’s start.” 

“An hour's start, Madam, with my ignorance of the 


trails," he answered, as deliberately as if all time was 
his, “would avail me nothing. ” 

’ “What will you do, then?" 

“Remain here. There is no safer place on the moun- 
tain.” 

Her first thought was of the possible consequences « >f 
succoring a fugitive convict. Her second one was more 
worthy. 

“Then stay by all means. The least I tan do is to 
help avert the peril that threatens you through me and 
mine. Dr. Seebohm, unless you were a mother— unless 
you could feel — ” Her utterance failed as she laid her 
handkerchief to her eyes. 

“My profession, Madam,” said he with grave kind- 
liness, “is the saving of little children. W hen I ex- 
amined your child last night and saw that his life hung 
in the balance I was left no choice in the matter. I 
still hoped to get away by two o’clock; but by that time 
the hyp< dermic was necessary, and I knew that meant 
my remaining the rest of the night." 

“He was asleep in ten minutes." 

“Yes; but in about twenty per cent, of these cases, with 
my treatment, there is a partial failure of the heart to 
react from the drug, and a stimulant is necessary. I 
don’t think it will be necessary here. We shall know in 
an hour or so. At the worst, it’s nothing serious." 

UE toyed for a moment with the case of his clinical 
thermometer, then continued, with the first trace 
of self-consciousness: 

“You are evidently familiar with my case — the 
newspaper side of it, I presume. Let me give you my 
side, briefly. For five years I have been hunting the 
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germ of infantile paralysis, with the hope of establish- 
ing a serum. My researches were costly, involving two 
trips to Norway and Sweden, where the disease has 
long been epidemic. I also oj>ened a private hospital, 
where the children of the poor have been treated free 
of charge, and a laboratory for animal experiments. 

“These experiments had reached a crucial stage when T 
found myself bankrupt. For the lack of a little money all 
my labor was about to be lost. I succumbed to tempta- 
tion and used ten thousand dollars of Sinai Hospital 
funds. It was stealing, I suppose. Yet I exacted to 
return the money or, failing in that, to plead the great 
importance of my work in extenuation of my irregu- 
larity and ask the trustees, most of whom are rich men, 
to make the shortage good — temporarily. Had my 
researches reached a successful conclusion, they would 


have done this gladly, and the world would have hailed 
me as a savior of mankind. But, alas! I was not successful. 
The bacillus still eluded me. Slv practice had suffered. 
My professional brethren had begun to denounce me 
as unorthodox. The trustees heard my appeal with 
stony faces. I went to prison.” He closed his eyes 
wearily. 

“They clipped my hair. They caged me like a wild 
lieast, with assassins and dynamiters, the dregs of 
humanity. I worked with them, ate the same food, 
slept in the same five-by-seven musty cells. Then I es- 
caped. I crossed the bay from Sausalito to San Francisco 
in a rowboat. A friend, also a fellow physician, gave 
me three hundred dollars, — all he could lay his hands 
on, — his pmket medicine case, and that hypodermic. 

“My goal was Mexico. Avoiding the coast as extra 
hazardous, I worked down the valley, through Fresno 
and Bakersfield, by f«x>t and by rail, until I reached a 
village about a hundred miles north of here — I don’t 
know its name. There I stole a horse, a pinto pony; 
that is, I took it from its stall at midnight, together 
with the saddle and bridle, and stuck five ten-dollar 
bills — more than the animal’s value — into a crack in the 
stable door. Doubtless it was a mistake. It furnished 
a clue to my whereabouts. I presume it accouifts 
for the presence of these men who just crossed the 
bridge.” 

A cry of pity burst from Edith’s lips. “It is cruel, it 
is terrible, that a man should be hunted like an animal!” 

He felt the child’s pulse and took its temperature 
Ik - fore answering. “Yes; but other men have drunk 
their cup — Jesus Christ, Socrates, and ten thousand 
smaller ones. I must drink mine.” 

The long silence that followed 
was finally broken by the trample 
of hoofs. Edith rose at once, pale 
but resolute, and lowered the 
shades. 

“Should they stop here and 
question me, I have been up all 
night with a sick child and have 
neither seen nor heard a suspicious 
character. How will that do?" 
She smiled excitedly. 

“Fine!” said he. 

r P HE driveway was on the oppo 
site side of the house. Seebohm 
heard the cavalcade pause there. 
A door opened and shut. Blurred 
voices reached his ears. A horse 
neighed. Once or twice there came 
the sound of laughter, as if the 
running down of a human being 
w;is a kirk. 

The fugitive did not leave his 
chair. For the first time he in- 
ventoried the room with his eyes, 
— the woman’s dressing table, with 
the revolver lying amid her toilet 
articles; a shelf of books, with a 
field glass at one end; a painting 
of “Old Baldy,” with its cap of 
eternal snow; the brass bed, with 
its snowy coverlet and inviting 
pillows. The last almost over- 
whelmed him with a desire to 
throw himself down and sleep, 
come what might. 

Finally came the sound of reced- 
ing hoofbeats. But ten, twenty, 
thirty, minutes were ticked off by 
the little gilt clock on the dressing 
table without his good angel re- 
turning. Puzzled and perturbed, 
he was alxmt to make an inves- 
tigation, when the rustle of dra- 
pery sounded in the hall, and his 
hostess reapj>eared with a radi- 
ant face. 

“Dr. Seebohm, Providence has 
taken a hand in this game! Im- 
agine my amazement to find my 
husband and my father in that 
posse — in it but not of it! Note 
the chain of events! Yesterday 
afternoon mv father dropped into 
Los Angeles between trains. My 
husband, who lives at his club in 
my absence, motored him out to 
our house to get a book that father 
had left behind on a previous visit. 
There they found my maids, said 
sulphurous things — I fear — about 
my being left alone all night, 
jumped into the auto again, and 
smashed half a dozen city ordi- 
nances in catching the six o’clock 
train out here. But a burning 
bridge intervened, — I call it Providence again, — and 
not until half-past three this morning did they reach 
Santa Juana, just as the posse was setting out. 

“I have told them all about you. We have been 
discussing the situation all this time, and now my hus- 
band is coming in to talk to you.” She advanced a 
step and added apjx*alingly, “Take a grateful mother's 
word lor it that implicit trust in him will prove your 
sal vat ii in.” 

As she passed from the room an alert, clear-eyed, care- 
fully groomed young man entered. Seebohm rose. It 
was a trying moment, the most trying since his escape; 
yet, as he accepted Whaley’s hand, his expression nicely 
avoided deference on the one hand and defiance on the 
other. But all restraint vanished when Whaley, after 
Continu'd on pap 18 
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bending and kissing his child, lifted a pair be impossible without bringing a hornet's top Cabin when, through a gap in the man- 
of moist eyes. nest about his ears." zanita, he descried a figure standing on a 

“That his cheek is warm instead of cold in “Doctor, hornets arc insects to whose sting boulder, with a pair of field glasses to his 

death I have you to thank, in all probabili- Governor Rudd is immune. Public clamor eyes. He was a man to invite a second 

tv," he said huskily. “I cannot, though: with him, when duty calls, is like anthills glance, — apparently seventy or more, but as 
words are useless. But for what you have under a plowboy’s boots. Your voluntary straight as an Indian, tall and broad shoul- 
done tonight, my friend," he continued with return to prison will more than neutralize dered, with a soft, drooping, snow-white 
flashing eyes, “I would see you through to any unfavorable sentiment created by your mustache, and long white hair flowing from 
freedom were your crime the blackest on the escape. Trust our judgment!" he pleaded, under his broad-brimmed, military-like hat. 
calendar and the price of it my fortune!" “Remem lx the friend you will have at Yet Seebohm did not give him a second 

The doctor inclined his head. court in the person of my father in law. I glance. He knew instinctively that it was 

“But your crime is not black. I am called do not mention his name. It is letter that his hostess’s father he had seen, 
upon to make no sacrifice. For that reason he should remain nameless to you. It is 

what I have to say is the more difficult.” better that I should too. What you don’t FT chance claimed one more throw at 

He paused as if to arrange his words. “I be- know it will cost you no embarrassment to the dice. Through choosing a round- 
lieve with my wife that if ever Providence conceal, should any complications arise. al>out route, it was forty-eight hours later 

directed the flying feet of a fugitive it di- Now I want you to go to sleep — God knows when Seebohm reached Oakland. As he 

rected yours to this house. It saved this you need it! And when you wake up, clear emerged from the Southern Pacific station, a 

little fellow, and it will save you. headed and refreshed, give us your decision.” little nervous lest he be recognized by some 

“It chances that my father in law is fa- prowling detective, he was startled to dis- 

miliar with the history of your case. He AT sunset that evening Dr. Seebohm cover the same soldierly old man standing on 
tells me that more than a thousand appeals waited at the little Santa Juana station the sidewalk. Several silk-hatted men were 
for executive clemency in your behalf have for the train to Los Angeles. Eight hours talking to him, and presently the party en- 
been received by Governor Rudd. He says, of sleep, a bath, a shave, fresh clothes from tered a large red automobile which flew two 
moreover, that the Governor had decided to the skin out, and a good dinner had made a Union pennants from its wind shield, 
pardon you as soon as the affair had some- new man of him. Outwardly nothing of the Seebohm almost involuntarily paused to 
what blown over. And, Dr. Seebohm, he fugitive was left, and hope was again warm- look— along with everybody else in the im- 
knows. He and the Governor are lifelong ing his bruised heart. mediate vicinity, including a pair of street 

friends. For years they were associated in Perils l>eset his path, as he was reminded Arabs under Seebohm ’s nose who would fain 
business. Again and again, during his ad- when the Sheriff’s posse, on drooping horses, have used his toes as a coign of vantage, 
ministration, has,thc Governor called Father filed up the village's single street. But he “Who’s de big fluff?” asked the smaller of 
in for counsel. His advice, my friend, — and did not slink into the background: he was the urchins. 

mine too, — is that you return to prison, using through with that hated maneuver, for l>et- “Say, Kid, you ain’t been around here 
as much caution in getting back as you used ter or for worse. Instead, he lit one of Henry long, have you?” returned the other. “That’s 
in getting away.” Whaley’s cigars and, stepping to the edge of the man what put Califomy on the map. 

“All that you say is doubtless true.” an- the platform, joined in the general smile at That’s old Gov’ner Rudd.” 
swered Seebohm, after a moment’s thought; the empty-handed man hunters. The fugitive watched the car until it be- 

“but have you considered the effect of my One incident of the day he regretted, came a red blur down the street. “Old Gov- 
escape? It checkmates the Governor’s con- Mounted on a horse of Whaley’s for his ride ernor Rudd!” he murmured softly. “May 
tem plated move. To pardon me now would down, he was scarcely a rifleshot from Tii> God bless him!” 
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BOOMING A BACHELOR 


Cor.tinned from page JO 

a deal in project in which the Van T wilier 1 saw that he did not make the blunder of to .\ewjx>rt, but retired to their manor, 
connection would lx- a goo*l card. Then I trying a splurge down on Long Island at which as everyone knows is not far from 
arranged that Benson and Bessie should Meadow Brook. He could well wait for that. Albany. Once in awhile Bessie would go 
meet one afternoon as if by accident on the Certainly Bessie never had a more de- for a week to Newport, and there was always 
avenue. Miss Van Twillcr was a creature voted cavalier, and her mother was quite keen rivalry there among the new people to 
of habit, and I knew her route and her hours, taken with him, as he never failed to pay her ask her to stop with them, as she was a draw- 
Benson came uptown — a thing of which he those little attentions which cost nothing, ing card. I ran over to London, 
did not approve nor did I — after luncheon. which women who have passed the meridian I had just got back and was visiting some 
But they did meet, anti he strolled down appreciate so much. On ’all her sj>eciul an- Boston friends on the North Shore, when 
the avenue, passed the Union, where the mversuries Bessie had flowers or books or letters and telegrams were forwarded to me 
loungers could sec that Bessie had anew what she might want sent her, from the best from my New York office. They were from 
cavalier who was leading her captive in tri- shops, with the J. Benson Smith card. He Smith, and dated Newport. They contained 
umph down the Appian Way. And he was was soon gra ’.uated from the third to the frantic apjieals to me to come to his aid at 
asked to stop in for tea. The next reck he first dinner grade. once. I took my time. In fact, it was ten 

received a dinner invitation. He did very well, and only once do I re- days lief ore I dashed to Newport. 

The Van Twillers gave grade*, entertain- memlier what might be called a break. The I found Smith most disconsolate at the 
ments, and he was placed in No. 3 in the Corlears had asked him to one of their state Reading Room. He had been put up there, 
ascending scale. I knew that from the jxx>- banquets, and old Corlears, a veritable gen- and then left to his own devices, in the 
pic who were there. But he did not; so it was tlcman of the ancien regime, had an idea that midst of a particularly brilliant season. He 
just as well. The week afterward — I am the occasion was one to offer congratula- had taken a party of several men from Bar 
keeping a mental diary of that winter— Ben- tions, although premature. But he pro- Harbor, and they had scattered as soon as 
son gave his first entertainment. This was duccd the celebrated Corlears Van Twiller they reached port, and had used the yacht 
modest, — a theater party (Bessie loved the hoek, of which there were only about fifty as a lodging only until they secured invita- 
play better than anything else), with a sup- bottles in existence. The wine was served tions to house parties, 
per afterward at his bachelor rooms. This as if it was a religious rite, and we were all 

would seem quite a hazardous exjieriment; told the history of this precious vintage, TT just so happened that few of Smith’s 
but all it needed was skill. Smith had good which dated lxick to the eighteenth century. * crowd wereatNewjiort that summer. And 
rooms in a good locality and two Chinese Benson, elated by his recent social sue- he had two malignant enemies who had been 
bov servants who were excellent. cesses, tossed off tiie sacred potion as he longing to knife him, who were in favor with 

Women like these little sprees occasionally, would have a cocktail and then turned to the jxiwcrs regnant just then. One was a 
They do not care for the Bohemian bachelor old Corlears and to our horror remarked, youngish man with a reputation for humor, 
affair, but something a little better. The “Very good wine, indeed! Tell me where a prot£g6 of a woman who had at one time 
most successful suppers and impromptu vou liought it, won’t you? Would like to been an intimate friend of Bessie Van 
dances, and even luncheons, have been given lay in a couple of dozen myself.” The rest Twiller. Smith took a dislike to him the 
by bachelors at their rooms. This is quite was silence. It was a dreadful funk. winter previous, and had got the better of 

different from the studio pink tea. Bessie never married him — although I do him in a certain stock transaction. The 

Mary Corlears, a cousin of Bessie’s, and not think that this incident had anything to other was one of the first of Bessie’s old ad- 
Dick Corlears, her good-natured, stupid do with her decision. He lasted two winters, mirers, who had gone up a dozen rungs on 
husband, were of the party. Wc were eight, which was rcmdrkablc. After a few other the ladder since the Van Tw'iller days, but 
and I had looked after the champagne and seasons she became the wife of an elderly took pains to keep off any of the men who 
saw that it was of the right vintage anti millionaire widower whose first wife was of had succeeded him in the favor of that fickle 
properly iced, and Benson had sent up from the same sacred fold that included great young woman. 

a little shooting place he had in South Caro- names like Van Twiller and Corlears. There were ever so many rich people, and 

lina some glorious partridge (they were taboo Benson Smith’s circle rapidly became a the social ring, as it was called at Newport, 
here and had to be smuggled in), anti his wide one, and although I personally, as well was being disrupted. Motors were coming 
man, who was a culinary wonder, did them as my firm, had no reason to complain of in, and with them brand new millionaires, 
to a turn. what we had reajwd through his onward and Society was flocking here and there and 

The guests were all carefully selected with march, yet I was beginning to find that he everywhere, 
a view to future advancement. This was was difficult to manage. I was not through A family from the Far West had suddenly 
quite a dash; for the party was a success, with him. He was too difficult a proposi- appeared on the horizon, and had secured 
and it made an excellent start. tion to last only two years. I knew that he the services of Bill Boyton, who was fast 

would do something that# would throw him coming to the front as a promoter of the 
r PHAT winter slipped by quickly. J. Ben- back. So I pretended to leave him to his first class. It was no place for Smith. I 

son Smith had the adaptability and the own resources and watch the result. tried to do what I could; but the very 

assurance that arc so characteristic of a women who had been kind to him the winter 

Western man. He was not long in finding T WAS not mistaken. The first summer he before pronounced him ordinary, 
his place. Broad and generous by nature, he * had gone abroad. This year, however, he There was only one thing to do. I hur- 
was above little meannesses. Men liked determined to charter a yacht and have it in ried him off, and induced him to join 
him, and that was a great deal. They knew commission for July and August. I sug- another rich bachelor who had come from a 

him on ’Change; he had the reputation of gested his summer plan. It would include town not far from his home place, and to go 

making money; and ho was tip in sports. Bar Harbor, which was safe for him, and to the barren lands of the North on a hunt- 
In less than two years lie managed to get down to the Pier; but on Newport I put a ing trip. I commanded some newspaper 
— with my aid — into four of the best sport- taboo. I suggested his accepting an invita- notoriety for this expedition, and when 
ing clubs. tion from the Van Twillers, who never went Benson got back to New York in November 
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